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Summary:
Andrew and Ashley have an intense emotional moment while playing with a butterfly knife.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
Andrew and Ashley were hanging out in the roof of the building, sat against the wall. For once it wasn't to escape their parents, but they spent so much time there it was like a second home. Andrew was fiddling with a butterfly knife, Ashley bought it for him for his birthday and he'd gotten rather handy with it. She marveled whenever he showed her a new trick and egged him on to do even more elaborate ones. He was trying a new one and managed to bite one of his fingers pretty good. He swore and sucked his wounded digit, while Ashley grinned at him. He scoffed and spat at her, "You're so annoying sometimes, I should stab you in the heart." Andrew flipped the knife over into a reverse grip and pointed it toward Ashley to punctuate his barb.

"I'd let you." She stared into his eyes, her face flat. Andrew couldn't tell if she was serious or not. With Ashley, it could go either way. Even she wouldn't be willing to literally die for his passing whims though. She moved towards him, grabbing his bleeding hand and placing the point of the blade at her heart.

She gripped his hand and held it in place as she dug in enough for it to hurt. Her face twisted at the pain but she didn't ease up. "If that's what would truly make you happy then I'd let you do it." Andrew tried to pull away but the knife bit deeper into Ashley's chest as he did. She whimpered and pushed him into the wall. She was straddling his lap, still digging that keen little blade into her. Andrew felt trapped and a little bit of panic started to seep into his throat.

He managed to choke out a plea "A-Ashley stop, you're gonna hurt yourself!" Ashley pushed forward, properly pinning her brother to the wall and driving the knife into her skin enough to break it. She was hardly staked but it was a proper wound that would need treating. She gasped loudly, her face close to his, their panicked breath mixing together.

"Am I wrong? Am I not important enough for you to kill? I'm offering you my heart and you refuse?!" Ashley gripped the knife and dug it into her chest, gritting her teeth as it tore her flesh. Through clenched teeth she growled at him, "If you won't have me then there's no reason to keep going, I'd rather impale myself and die!"

Andrew screamed "ASHLEY!" He grabbed the blade with his free hand, gripping it hard and shoving it out of the way. Ashley screamed as the point tore her chest. Her grip on the knife finally gave way and her hand fell to her side. Andrew, grunted and swore as the edge sliced his hand. It hurt but if it kept Ashley safe he could take it. He threw his arms around her and pulled his sister into a hug. He held her tight, as if she would flutter away if he let go. Anger and fear gave way to relief, and before long his grip relaxed a little. Ashley returned his hug, falling into her big brother's embrace, relishing the comfort it brought her.

The pair stayed that way for a while, each letting the warmth of the other sooth the ache of their respective injuries. They were so drained from the sudden emotional expenditure they could have easily fallen asleep, arm in arm, like when they were younger. They both nuzzled into each other, content at the thought. Sadly, infections are not soothing and they both needed some attention.

Andrew spoke first, "You okay, Ashley?"

"I will be," she responded.

He squeezed her in his arms and said, "You better not ever do that again. If you're gonna die for me it better be for a good reason. You're too important for anything less"

"And what, exactly, constitutes a good enough reason, Andy?" She grinned wide, happy at his affection.

Andrew tilted his head back and forth, pushing Ashley's along with his. "I don't know. probably something that would make me flood the streets with blood for you."

Ashley laughed at his words, and he laughed with her. She pulled back and looked at her beloved Andy, happy to see him smiling again. God what she wouldn't do to see that smile for the rest of her life. She teased him, "Aww, you really do care, how gross!" Andrew grabbed her face and squished her cheeks with his bloody hand. Ashley took his hand in hers and looked it over. He was cut pretty good but it probably wouldn't need stitches. Seeing the blood welling up in his palm gave her an idea.

Ashley slid his wounded hand under her shirt, moving it towards her bloody breast. "Ashley what are you doing?" Andrew looked at her funny as she placed his bleeding palm atop her own aching wound. She held it there for a moment, then told him, "There, it's a blood promise, I won't die unless it's for a very good reason." She pulled her hand back, leaving Andy's behind. They could feel her heart beating deep in her chest, their blood mixing and flowing, fluttering through their veins. They looked at each other, a flush slowly spreading across both of their faces. Somehow, they both knew something changed between them then and there.

Andrew pulled his hand back, keenly aware of a previously unknown chill creeping into his fingers. Ashley stood up, feeling a similarly new sensation of longing. She offered a hand to Andrew, and pulled him to his feet. Andrew fetched his discarded knife, closed it and tucked it away. He looked at Ashley, those violet eyes gazing happily into his own viridian. She looped her arm under his and pulled him towards the stairwell. She patted his hand and spoke, "Come on Andrew, I'll help you with that."

Andrew took his good hand and ruffled her hair, getting a content giggle from her. He smiled back and told her "Patch me up and I'll return the favor Leyley." She squeezed his arm in response and happily led him back to the apartment. A little unorthodox for a night in, yes, but neither of them were anything you'd call normal. Butterflies danced in their chests as they headed off together, happy together for the first time in ages.